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step. Cousin, is it well? am I melancholy enough?
E. know. Oh ay, excellent.
wel. Captain Bobadill, why muse you so?
E. know. He is melancholy too.
bob. Faith, sir, I was thinking of a most honourable piece of ser-
vice,, was performed tomorrow., being St. Mark's day, shall be
some ten years now.
E. know. In what place, captain?
bob. Why, at the beleaguering of Strigonium, where, in less than
two hours, seven hundred resolute gentlemen, as any were in
Europe, lost their lives upon the breach. Fll tell you, gentle-
men,, it was the first, but the best leaguer that ever I beheld
with these eyes, except the taking in of—what do you call it?
last year, by the Genoways; but that, of all other, was the most
fatal and dangerous exploit that ever I was ranged in, since I
first bore arms before the face of the enemy, as I am a gentleman
and a soldier!
step. So! I had as lief as an angel I could swear as well as that
gentleman.
e. know. Then, you were a servitor at both., it seems; at Strigo-
nium, and what do you calTt?
bob. O lord, sir! By St. George, I was the first man that entered
the breach; and had I not effected it with resolution, I had
been slain if I had had a million of lives.
E. know. 'Twas pity you had not ten; a cat's and your own,
i'faith. But was it possible?
mat. Pray you mark this discourse, sir*
step. So I do.
bob. I assure you, upon my reputation, 'tis true, and yourself
shall confess.
E. know. You must bring me to the rack, first.	[Aside.
bob. Observe me judicially, sweet sir; they had planted me three
demi-culverins just in the mouth of the breach; now, sir, as
we were to give on, their master-gunner (a man of no mean
skill and mark, you must think,) confronts me with his linstock,
ready to give fire; I, spying his intendment, discharged my

